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“*1hree Twins’’
a Credit to Broadway's
Summer Famuly.

- 0, Anxious Reader, “Three Twins” is notga sequel to “Three Wesks.''
N Mrs. Glyn's return to the home of the brave and tie land of the frea
advertising has nothing whatever to do with the case at the Herald |
Bquare Theatre, |
# Tt is eminently proper and quite within the facts to #peak of ““Three Twinz' |
@8 descended from 'Incog,’ Mrs, Pacheco's farce of tha mistuken identity era
and Charles Dickson's Irresponsible youth. Now, living In Brooklyn, Mr, Dick-
has taken upon himself parental responsibility to the extent of ‘“Threo
Pwine, ' whie tovs in the form of jingles and tunes have heen provided by
Messre. O. A. Hauerbach and Carl Hoschna. Mr. Dickson does not appear upon
&nntnxo surface, but, as Mr. W. H. Crane might say, father and the boys are
g well,
XY Judging by the hilarity at the Herald
Square last night, mistaken Identity,
based upon false wigs and whiskers, Is
still able to lure the laugh from its
lair, and under the circumstances it is
well to leave bad enough alone. While
the wige and whiskers grow somewhat
thin from too much hugging and kissing
on the part of mistaken ladles who
can’t see through them, the plece wears
very well, thanks largely to Mr. Hosch-
na's young and pretty music.

light comedian with a deft touch, also,
helps to keep the plece out of the Home
for Infirm Farces. You have omnly to|
seo him sing his part of “Good-Night, |
Bweetheart,” with Miss Alice Yorke tot
realize that youlh with a sense of hu-
mor can dellver you from the ‘'sent!-
mental balled.” To see him sing is the
only way. You listen to him with your
eyes, and save your ears for Miss
Yorke's share of the duet. Mr, Craw-
ford sees the humor of the sweetheart
song;: unMke the confirmed tenor, he
does not sob over it. He dances around

finally says GOOD-NIGHT in vigorous
capital letters.
There i{s something refreshing about

still doing time in London, alas! He | ing ground, perhaps remaini
| place two or thres months, until the
game is exhausted, and then shifting to ‘
When it does not lle in walt

fhas managed to go through vaudavilie with both fest on the roft pedal, and msi
past mixas pleasantly with his present. To hear him turn “The Chargs of the

ight Brigade' into a parlor entertainment Is as funny as an international | anothor.
Peace conference, He {s an amiable ahject lesson In how to be a juvenile and ! it usually spends most of the night, ’
iw‘!nmr and summer, in prowling rest- |
Just what Miss Bessie McCoy s supposed to be is difficult to maka out | lessly around the places Shere
wntil she dizcands & weird make up that makes her lock !tke a alppy Ophelia | gninks it may come ACTOfs orey; anaiit |
and bulges out In a Plerrot costume to eing “The Yama Yama Man.” Than | w41l patiently follow an animal's trall.

sflll be funny.

PEE

The youth of Mr. Clifton Crawtord, a ! |

the heart throb airily, mockingiy, and sheep on a steep
missed, and immediately after his shot

2 cougar made a dash into the midst
of the fiying band In hopes to secure a |
Frances Kennedy as Mrs. Dick Win- Mr crawford, in spite of an occaslonul!ﬂoum. The cougar roams over long

ters. suggestion of Mr. ‘‘Joe' Coyne, who is|distances, and often changeo“‘mmhuonr:;.
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STORY NO. 5,

More

Adventures

With Cougars.

ITB  cougnr |
sometimes
stalks

prey, and some-
times lles in walt
for it beside a game
trall or drink-
ing pool—very
rarely indeed does
1t crouch on the|

IImb of a

she {s a “hit’" &She dances around ten Yama Yamas who look as though they‘cougar versus WOH.

had been ban‘shed from a picture honk for scaring pink little girls and purple
eows, and gives up parts of her song f
8o droll imitations oY our to-be-or-not- |
to-be-Hamlet, Mr. E. Fitzgerald Foy.
Mystery dogs her dance-steps and your
@yes follow suit. Miss McCoy's dince is
ithe latest news on Bromdway. It ia the
#extra”’ of the performance. It comnes
late, but it is worth Its walt in gro-
‘Sesque grace and novelty. With Mr.
Crawford in a so-called ‘‘hypnotic
dance,”” Miss McCoy gives another
charming account of herself. It is only
when she acts Ophelia with weeds iIn
har straw-colored wig that life seems
sad. But there's no denying her clever.
‘ness. Any ome Who can pick up an
iEnglish accent In Chicago must be
‘ehever.

Miss MoCoy's accent {s as uninten-
tionally funny as . *‘Cuddle Up a Little
‘Closer,’” a wmong which shows ‘'the
meven ages of cuddling.' Its types
range from a property haby to a white-
wigged couple. and by the time a de-
partment store bride and bridegroom
walk on it Is impossible to make your
eense of humor behave {tself. “Electric

|

as milstaken ldentity, but the ‘“‘Face-

| does not at

on,
wolf.

maddened by

in the Bad Lands.

There is no kind of game, save the |
tull gron grizzly and buffalo, which 1t |
times assall and master,
It readlly snaps up grizzly cubs or
buftelo calves; and in at
fnstance I have known of it springing
slaying and eating a full grown

I presume the latter was taken f
by suryrise.

On the other hand, the cougar iteel?
has to fcar the big timber wolves when
the winter hunger and
gathered in small parties; while a large
grizzly would of course be an overmatch
for it twice over, though {ts superior
agflity puts it beyond the grizzly's power
to harm !t, unless by some unlucky the
chance taken in a cave.

least

Though the cougar prefers woodland,
it is not necessarily a beast of the
dense forests only: foe it is found in
all the plains country, living in
scanty timber belts which fringe the
streams, or among the patches of brush
The persecution of
hunters, however, always tends to drtv;
: 4 & ) {1t into the most thickly wooded an
€ftects”’ make other mongs seem as old  pageia McCoy as Molly Sommers. broken fastnesses of the mountains.

ograpn” 1s & new wrinkle, with pi~kers and dimples and a winking eye all an S()"l,a[y Marauders.

exaggeratlon of Miss Dlancne lL.i Masney, known to fame and the last page |

of the programme ag “The Girl in the Machine’'
Your attentlon |s respectiuily called to the Red Cross nurses who dance at-
tendance at the =anitarium in the second act. Suffering humanity should not |

) nev car the badg rvie t low . = |o® -
overlook them. They wear the badge of service just below tha knee, where It | They are silent animalg; but old hunt-

{ers say that at mating time the males |
| cal! loudly, while the females have a
very distinct anawer. They are also |
sometimes noisy at other seasons.
am not sure that T ever
{but one night, while camped In a heav-
You will find “Three Twins™" u credit to Broadway's summer fagily., The {]y timbered coulle near Kildeer Moun-
plece is & good answer to that eternal question, “Whera shall T go to-night?” |tains, where, as thelr footprints showed, |
CHARLES DARNTON. the beasts were plentiful, I twice heard |
a loud, wailing scream ringing through ' Many old frontiersmen tell tales of | ern States. where the man a cougar was Caribou”—willl appear in Saturday's
m which shrouded | the cougar's occaslonally itself making most likely to encounter was a nearly | Evening World.

As sure to be seen. Tome to think of it, Miss McCoy might go to that sani.i
tarium to have her accant traaicd.

It is to be hoped that Miss Frances K=znnedy wlill never be cured of cryinc.
As a weep! wife she is a joy. TIhe part may ba hard on her face, but her
$ace certal hnows its stage bHusiness. Miss Yorke sings as well as Miss Ken-
nedy cries. and the others do what 18 required of them cheerfully. Even the
Ahow giris look happy in sheath gowns.

"[May Manton’s Daily Fashions.

= S('CH a pretty
Z STIN\ little dressing
= 7 \ G MN \ jacket as
gt f j [C ) w) this one cannot
- = ‘// fail to find its
A welcome, It s
dainty and attrac-
tive, it is abso-
lutely simple and it
is pecullarly well
adapted to the in-
coming season. In
the fillustration it
is made of white
batiste trimmed
with  embroidery,
but it would be
charming §f the
misterial chosen
were flowered
lawn, ecross-barred
dimity or anything
«imilar, and, it
something a llttle
handsomer is
wanted, Japanese
* ellks will be found
desirable. Also the
real Japanese cote
ton crepes make up
most attractively
and are durable in

tha extreme.

The quantity of
material required
for the medium

V) slze is 8 3-4 yards

. 7 {4 2 or 24, 21-4 yards |

P, 83 or 11-2 vards # |

g3 . inches wide, with |

A Dressing Jacket—Pattern No, 6003. ™ !*: ' 718 yardsof band-
ing, 31-% yaris of edging.

Pattern No, 6003 s cut In slzes far a 82, 34, 36, 2, 0 and 42 Inch bust, t

24! !
RO L AT
W7 T

at

TON FASHION BUREAU, No. 152 KBast Twenty-third street, Nev

IMPORTANT-Write your name and eddress plainly. and al-
ways specify site wasted : -

and then only a

! the impenetrable gloo

Cougars are very solitary beasts; |t
{s rare to see more than one at a time,
mother and young.i

a mated male and female.

When excited by
the presénce
game It is some-
times very bold.

Willls once fired at some bighorn
mountain-side;

slantation many  vears ago a Negro
who was ¢ne ol a gang engaged In
!bullding a rallroad through low and wet
ground was wapyiald and killad by a
| cougar lata one night as he was walk-
ing aloneé through the swamp.

Struck Down |

1 knew two men In Missoula who
| were once attacked by cougars In a
very eurlous :nanner, It was in Jan-
'vary, and they were walking home
through the snow after a hunt, each
carrying on his back the saddle,
haunches and hide of a deer ha had
slain. Just at dusk as they wera pAEs-
ing through a narrow ravine ‘he man
in front heard his partner utter a sud-
den Joud call for help.

Turning. he was dumfounded to see
the man lying on his face in the enow,
with a oougar which had evidently
knocked him down standing over him,
grasping the deer meat. whila another
cougar was galloping to assist, Swinging
his rifle round he shot the first one In
the bdbrain, and (t dropped motionless,
whereat the second halted, wheeled,
| and bounded into the woods. Hls oconi-
 panion was not In the least hurt or
| even frightened, though greatly
|amazed. The cougars wera not full
lgrown, but young of the year,

'Cougar Kills Indlan.

Now in this case I do not helieve tha
beasts had any real Intention of attack-
| ing the men. They wera young animals,
| bold, stupld and very hungry. Tha
| smell of the raw ment excited them be-
;,\'ond control, and they probably could
| not make out c¢learly what the men
| were, a8 they walked bent under their
[ burdens, with the deerskins on thele
backs. Evidently the cougars were only
trylng to get at the venison
' In 1886 a cougar killel an Indlan near
| Flathead Lake. Two Indians were
| hunting together on horseback when
they came on the cougar. It fell at once
to thelr shots, and they dismounted and
ran toward {t. Just as they reached |t
it came to and selzed one, killlng him
Instantly with a couple of savage bites
In the throat and chest; it then raced
after the other, and, as he sprang on
his horse, struck him, inflicting a. deep
| but not dangerous scratch. 1 saw this
survivor a year later. He evinced great
| reluctance to talk of the event, and in-
‘slsted that the thing which had slain
Ih:s companion was not really a cougar
at aill, but a devil.

Avenged Stolen Kittens,

A she-cougar does not often attempt
Ito avenge the loss of her young, out
sometimes sihe does. A remarkable in-
|stance of the kind happened 0 Iy
friend Prof. John Bache McMaster In

hills around us. My companion, an |
of the cougar prowling for its prey.
Certainly no man couid well llsten
a stranger and wilder sound.
Ordinarily the rifleman is in no dan-
hunted ocougar;
idea seems to he
If its assaflant
charges If there {s any chance for es-

Yet there ara occasions when

ance worked on
the round-up—though [ never knew his
name—was badly
near my ranch.
companion and
came on the cougar on a shell of sand-
stone above their herds, only some ten
It sprang down
mangled him with teeth and claws for

He was hunting [
'no less in temper. Indeed T think that

| bloodthirsty as they are cowardly, and

:othm‘ man T knew, a hunter named Ed.
who had a small

courage to realize.n |
heard one; |

| were loss ghy than at present, thera
wounded cougar;, he recelved a couple
geri- jand this was especially true In the |

- B8 APDAMS —

[1875. He was camped near the hea.l

IThecod/orec Roosceve/Z 'of Green River, Wyvoming. One after-

noon he found a couple of cougar kit-
the attack, and dogging .o s death t.nq and took them Into camp; they
some unfortunate wayfarer. Many oth- | .. .. clumsy. playful, friendly Ilittle
ers :”‘mf; such tales to scorn. Itv ls’;(\,.mmn,!‘ The next afternoon ho re-
.;:‘!“'!:ll]lj::‘n::":w:"{e::l:h [:\:ch;ki:;m;u: ‘1‘-‘-‘:\! mained In camp with the cook. Hap-
ATSIDIL ! ceptional, ng Ina=elponing to look up he suddenly spied the
of such extreme rarity that they may K
Aiccash anab i braatice Mt mother cougar running nolseiessly
should have n(; more hesitation In down on them, her eyes sglaring and
aleapingllontiniia E woodl wharalthere :jnllt’nnch!n& S'nnmhlnl up his rifle
e e e e R '-u‘ (.e«! her when she was barely
after nightfall, tlian 1 should have lt,‘“A'.m“ yards idistant.
S LT S Ty | ranchman named Trescott, who
was at one t!me my neighbor, told me
““Ferocious and CO“’ardly," that while he was lving on a rheep
farm [n the Argentine he found pumas
very common and killed many. They
were very destructive to sheep and
colts, HSut were singularly cowardly
when dealing with men. Not only did
they never attack human beings, under
any stress of hunger, but they made no
cffective resistance when Bbrought to
bay, merely scratching and cuffing hike
a b!g cat; so that if found In a cave
it was =afe to creep In and shoot them
with a revolver Jaguars, on the con-
trary, were very rla.ngoroul antagonists.

be entirely

Yet it {8 foolish to deny that in ex-
ceptional instances attacks may occur,
Cougars very wonderfully in size, and

by nature they are as ferocious and
that their hablt of sometimes dogging
wayfarers for miles is due to a desire
for bloodshed which they lack the!

In the old days, when all wild beasts |
was more danger from the cougar;

Story No. 6—“Black Bear and

dark canebrakes of some of the South- |

Listen to the Birds « «» «»¢ By Bob Addams

THE USUAL HOWL OF THE NEW SUBURBANITE.

FATHER DUCK-—Do you realize that that scoundrelly landiord of a rooster has rented us a place with no water on it?

Mi;ery Loves Company.,

N OLD couple In Glasgow were in a very depressed state owing to dull

\ trade
Call or send by matl to THE EVENING WORLD MAY MAN- A Thinking thelr son in America would help them,

wrote stating
thetr~trouale, and that if he did not help them they would have to go to the average Jdirty blll will have upon it somothung (ke 73,000 bacteria. Not all bac
Yark. Send 10 cents in coiln or stampe for each pattern erdered poorhouse,
Three weeks passed, and then came a letter from thelr son, saving:
“Deme Mither and Faither-Just wait anither

fortpiclt an' I'll come hame an'
aane wl' vo Your affectionats son. 't .

e -

Money Is Full of Microbes.

CCORDING 10 & recent report made by the director aof the ressarch labor-
A atory of New York, he found unon miercascople examination that an
average piece of paper money, moderately clean, cargies 250 Lacieria An

terla, of course are harmful, but fn such a aumber ag 7800 are many that

| menace the public health. It has been determined by miecroscople examination
Lhat many (ving and aetive baeterfa can be sheltered and tustainad om a cofo. | qyeqpt his doard an' keep "

Yar tLat reasan childrean abhould ha Baismht navas 18 Bttt oadng v thalr moltha

=ounded well,

on, ‘‘me descendin’ from the caboosa|
an’' fallin’' on everyhody's neok. An'|

OO

This Novelization of “The Chorus
Lady” Was Made

By John W. Harding.

(Copyright, 1908, by G, W, Dlllingham Coms
pvany.)

SYNOPRIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.

Dan Mallory, a Virginla horse trainer, 18

gaged to Patricla O'Brien, a New York
murus rl, whose father Is assoclated with
Mm In buslnews. Times are hard, and Mal-
lory takes as partner a rlch New Yorker
named Crawford. Crawford comes to Ine
spect the Virginia stal
And I8 attracted by N
younger sister, a pretty, selfish girl, who
ongs to €0 on the stage, Nora has lost a
$5 bet to “The Shrimp,’”” ona of Mallory's
stable boys, who seeks to bully her Into pay-
ing. Another stahleboy, Known as ‘‘The
Dike,'" 18 hopelessly In love witn Nora.
O'Rrien takes a dislike to Crawford. heé
]atter stops at the O'Brien cottage for a
oup af coffee on hin way back to the station.
He flirts with Nora, who tells him of her
£5 bet. He offers to pay the wager A

There he meets

telegram fs recoived announcing that Patricla |
|

Is comine home.

CHAPTER V.

Patsy.
“I VRETER think I was the big

screech In this family, but it

looks like 1I'm the false alarm!”
Patrieia O'Brien gaged around the
deserted kitchen with mingled ire and
Alsappointment as she delivered herself
of this sentiment and deposited a sult
case and an umbrella on the floor.
*owWoulda't this frost you, though,'
she mu‘tered, ‘me havin' to beat it a'l
the way from the deepa an’' then not a
soul to offer me the welcome mitt?"”
She went to the foof of the stairs
and lifted up her volce In a stnldent
“Ooo-ho—aon-ho!"” Then she returned
and seated herself woarily on a chafr,
Littla excited “cries in the regions

above and a sound of hurrying {frut1
| was nice, and I made a great personal

followed this call. .
s Patsy' ‘Tie Patey! Hurry
Nora!" shrieked Mrs. O'Brien.

The adnmonition was not needed, for
Nora was houndinz down two steps at

a time, but Patsyv called in the voice of |

a martyr:
“Oh, don't step lively on my account.”
Nora dashed inte the kitchen, fol-

lowed by her mother, and they flung |
' | “I've got to go back to New York to-

themselves upon her with manv excla-
mations of jov as Patsy rose tn greet
them.

A Girl's Grievance.

“Me darlin’ me Parsy. ‘tis glad Of
am to see vez. Ye're lookin' beautiful,
choild,” cried the old woman, hugging
her to her and recelving In return a
hug so strenuous in its expression of

long pent up and hungry affection that |

It made her gasp,

The firs’ eTusions of the joy of meet-
Ing ugain having moderated, Patsy once
more betaine aggrieved.

“Some cone might ‘a' et me,” she

O'Brien, Patricla‘’s |

|
|
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: Chorus Lady.
] FOUNDED ON THE PLAY OF THE S8AME NAME g

Patsy., “Well, an' how's pop? I dldn't
have much money, an’' 1 came away
too quick to buy anything for you, bu-t
I brought some tobacco I got at the
deepo at Washington,*

Hefore her mother cou'd reply O'Brien
himself came In, his face beaming A
welcome, Tears of tender joy moistened
his eyes as he took the returned wan-
derer In his arms,

“Ah, Patsy, but we've missed ye, me
girl,"” he sald. "It makes loife worth
livin® to seé yeoz once in a wholle.
Phwat happened to yir show that ye
were able {0 come to us?"’

“The angel, the financial party as
was buck of thé ‘Moonlight Maids,’ got
chilblains,” she explained.

“Poor creature! Where did he eatoh
them?"' asked her mother, with much
Interest,

“In the box office,’” replied Patsy,
with a laugh. in which all jolned ia-
cluding her mother, who began to ums-
derstand.

“Wasn't the play comical?' asked the
latter.

“I neter noticed any ona |aff himself
to death' sald Patsy, shrugging her
shpulders, “The comedians was a
couple of morgues, The best joke In
the show wns the stars-one of them
hanimade blondes. Slie was In the
original ‘Black (‘rook' company. an’' she
had a daughter at school then. Then
there was a couple of song an' dance
men, a team of acrobats, a troupe of
motheaten dogs an' a chorug that look-
ed like the Chambermalds' Unlon,"

A Disappointment.

“And wasn't even the scenery nice?”
questioned Nora.
“Yep.' she admitted, ‘‘the scenery

success. T had three lines in the after-
plece."”

“Well, never moind, choild. The
Moonilght Maids' brought® us luck in
bringin' ve here,’ said O'Brien. ‘“An’,
now ve're here, we're goin' to keep yés
.“"‘ll“.”

“1a like to stay awful bad, but I'm
afraid I can't, pop, dear,” she sald.

morrow."”

“But ve can't l'ave us so soon,'” ppo-
tested her mother,

“Mom,”" she replied, with an alr ef

| bus'nesslike tmportance, ‘'you don’'t un-

|desrtand. I simply can't keep men Ilke
|Henry W. Savage and Klaw & Erlan-
ger walitin’ to know what I'm goin' to
|do."”"

“Will you have a part in a play?T’
| queried Nora.

| *That depends on the part. Like as
{not I'll just go back in the chorus.
What's the use of bein’ ambitious? It
cnly makes you uncomfortable in your

complained, with tears in her volce, “kt;mind. I've thought some of yo!n' into

aln't no joke hot footin' it all this way
with a heavy grip. Where's pop?"

“Phwat! “['?;n't there anny wan at
the train? ldn't yez see Danny?’
queried her mother. much surbrhod.

“Don’'t speak his name!’ requested
the girl as she divested hersclif of her
short tan jacket and revealed her tall,
slender figure clad ¢t a white blousa
shirt walst and black taffeta skirt, be-
neath which as she raised it slightly
the flounce of a «reen petticoat was
visible. “Didn't you get my wire sayin’
I'd be hera on the 7.062""

“Yes, but it wasn't delivered here un-
til half past 7. suld Nora as she took
her sister’s hat. a fearful and wonderful
creation in black chiffon

vaudeville, 1've a friend that's close
to B. F. Keith's stenographer, an’ he
thought he could book me some dates.
Maybe I'l frame up a sister act.”

A sister act! Oh, Pat, you're going
to take me?"' cried Nora eagerly.

““Why, honey lamb,” said Patsy, with
loving, motherly deprecation, ‘‘you
couldn't do a turn in vaudeville. The
stage is no place for you."

Nora flushed and glared at her sister
with jealous fury.

“You needn't think you're the omly
person in this family that can do any-
thing,"” she retorted. ‘“You're jealous
because I'm better looking than you
are. I'll go in the chorus, too, just to
spite you—you see if I don't!”

“An' Dannv rushed roight away with

the rig for the train,” added her/
mother. ’

“Half past 7! Wouldn't that scald,
vou? I'm sorrv I was so grouchy, but
I'm so temperamental."

Patricla emphasized tle last word|
with a wvery superior alr as she ad-
Justed her pompadour before the mirror
and smoothed out her crumpled shirt|
waist with her fingers. Her notion as
to what It meant was extremely hnz.v.i
hut she had heard it In a play, and it

“The Merry Ha-Ha!”"

Her mother was much impressed by {t.

“Is Mat 807" she sald sympathetically. |
‘Poor dear! But O] doan't wonder at |

ye feelin' upset. Sure 'twas a cold wel- |
come yez had from yir loved wans.”

“I had it all framed up,”’ Patsy weut;

when I gets off the train the only neck

iIn sight belongs to that village cut-up
that propels the hack. The worst of It course

was I'd been handin’ It out al season |
to that bunch of fralls in the company
about my flance that owns a racin’ sta-|
ble and had told ‘em I'4 wired him to
meet me. An' when that rabbit-faced |
hackman comes up an' hands out his|
mitt to me—wall, never to me dyin’ duyf
will I forget the way that burlesque |

crowd hands me the merry ha. ha!" |

And sha raised her eyes and hands'

and nodded her head In a manner mora
expressive of her humiliation and har-
rowed feelings than any mere words
could have been.

‘Yo poaor lamb! 'Twas a black
shame,” said her mother.

“But it's good to be home again,'
sighed Patsy contentedly, dismissing
from her thoughts the contretcmps that
could not be placed to anybody's fault |
and giving her mather another affec-
tionats hug. *An’ how s things?
How's Danny gettin' along?"

““He ain't gettin’' along as well as he
moight," answered the old woman un-
easlly, “Ile's had a bard toime av {t
ever aince the faolre, though Lor' knows
he's wurraked hard enough, an' he's
had to git a partner.”

The Welcome.
A partner?’ {
“Yes. Wa didn't wroite to bother yez
about it. It wouldn't ‘a’ helped mat-

ters an” would ‘a’ set ya worryin', an’
ye sure have epough to put up with'

“You oughtar ‘a’ et me Kncy abaut
{t. al! the same. Who !s he-this part-
ner, | mean?

A Mister Urawford from New York
He came here thia very mornin’ to look

the place over. Yir father says it's lit-
tle Danny ‘Nl get out av the siable now

A twmtsd 2hat smemlr litals B9 oo e o dh

An Outburst of Rage.

And, bursting into a 1it of angry

! weaping, she bounced out of the room.

Patsy, amazed and pained and anx-
fous to soothe her e&ister, followed her
to the foot of the stairs.

“Why, Nora—honey lamb!"” she aried.
“‘Come here, child, I''—

“Honey lamb nothing!'' screamed the
enraged girl as she slammed the dogr
of her room. 'I'll go in the chorus just
to apite you."
anKv..sy. perturbed and distressed. turned
ac

“Mom, you haven't been encouragin'
her? Pop, you won't let her go?’ she
questioned.

Mrs. O'Brien remalned silent aad
looked inquiringly at her husband. Al-
though In the ordinary conduct of
household affairs zhe ruled supreme,
in times of crises or when it came to

| the declsion of weighty ?mtm e
looked, womanlike, to her husbend for

counsel and action. n . a
0O'Brien puffed at s pipe and re-
flected. It seemed to him very natural
that Nora should desire to followw in
her sister's footsteps, and he was un-
able to ses any objection to sush a

‘She's got to be thinkin' av esrnin’
her livin'" he observed.

‘‘Nix for the stage, pop,” sald Patey.
“She ain't wise to lakin' care of her-

self.”
.d"l;,whu d*"yo mean, child?' demand-
er mother.

“T mean,”’ answered Patsy, emphat-
fcally. 1 don't want my little gister in
the chorus."

“If 1t ain't fit for le)m. it dn&t fit for
you, and it's here yve'll stay."”

O'Brien, very quletly and very firmly.

She went to him and placed her hand
on h's shoulder.

Danger !

“Dear old pop. you don't understand.
The chorus Is all right, all right. As
I've told you hefora llke everything else,
it depends on the kind of person that
goes into [t. An’ she's such a baby an
s0 sweet It seems a shaine she oaa't
stay home till she marries some miae
feller.”

“Sure you done pretyy wall” her
mather reminded her.

“Me. Oh, I'm differsnt,” sald the
girl, “I'm wise. [ cau tell the goods
from the phoney every time.™

“Couldn't ye teach Nora”"

“I'd just as let she wouldn't learmn.*

“Ah. Patsvy me dariin vou're far-
gottin', IU's a less women must learn,
somehow, somaew some day. Better
you nor some one 1o stand by an’
watch st

she aln't harmed

Patsy sighed

“Prue,’”’ she sald slownly. “Mayde
you're right, mom, after ajl"

“Ye're as good as gold. ['d trust yes
annywhare,”” declared the old woman
fondiy.

Patsy made a littla gesture of affee~
tionate reproaf.

‘You're sure strong with tha blarney,
WIn't she, pop?' she laughed.

N hlarney at all,” denled her mothes.
Rut it's dyin’ ye must be for & oup of
tave an' yvir brikfast. I'll get 1t for yes
] \ 181 !

Whist!"' exe vl O'Hrien, “Here's
a rig camin’’

“I've a huhch that's Dan, Skidog,

pop,” cried Patsy, kiesl y
and pu-hm¥ im o X
“That goes ford .
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